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DRAMATIS PERSON AM. 


rr King of Greece, an huſband 
of Q. Hellen, engaged in a ten years 
war the fiege of Troy, in revenge for the 
loſs of his Queen ſtolen from him by _— 
ſon of King Priamus. 

Ulyſfes King of Thrace, engaged in the 
quarrel of King Menelaus, and left behmd 
them in their feigned retreat from before the 
walls of Troy. 

Paris. A . Prince, ſon of King 
Priamus. 

Sinon. A cunning Grecian, ſo zealous for 
the ſervice of his King, that he cut eff his 
lips, ears and noſe, diſmembering his own 
face being left bound 1a irons, under the 
belly of the wooden horſe, to be thereby the 
beiter enabled, from the fight of ſuch bar- 
barous fufferings, to render himſelf the un- 
ſuſpected object of their pity to the Trojans 
ſpectators; trom thence by his artful tears 
ad moving eloquence, to inſinuate himſelf 
mto their caſy belief, as to perſuade them tg 
draw the horſe within the city of Troy. 


WOMEN, 


Hellen. King Menelaus's wife, and 
miſtreſs to Paris. 


Caſſandra. A Virgin daughter of King 
Oriam, an exalted character of piety and 
1 virtue, 


©. 


A DRAMATIS PERS ON A. 
virtue, inſpired by the gods with the true 
ſpirit of prophecy, yet never believed; a 
vehement proſecutor of Paris and Hellen for 

8 their lewd and wicked lives, and foretelling 
the deſtruction of Troy, as a vengeance for 
their impious and hardened adultery. 

Venus. The goddeſs of love, a patroneſs 
to Paris and Hellen, 

A numerous mob, trumpets and attendants 
of King Menelaus, . 
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ACT. I. 


The Curlain is drawn up, and diſcovers 
King Menelaus, Ulyfſes. Attendants and 
Guards. | 


KING, 


EVER were wrong like mine! an im- 
N pious wife, 

The pleaſure once, now torment of my life. 
Why in his crimes does ſtill the adulterer 
reign, | 

And why for ten long years have J in vain 
'Gainſt Troy's proud walls my feeble ven- 
geance puſht, - 
X 2 Ulyſ. 


- 


= THE SIEGE CF TROY. | 
Ulyſ. Droop not, great fir, for ten year's 
labe ur loſt, | 
When a few days now feal the fate of Troy, 
Look forward, fir, to that prodigious engine, 
Of Troy's deſtruction, that tall wooden horſe 


We have prepared in whoſe dark womb of 


fate 
F. ve hundred generous volunteers all wait, 
All, all one ſtroke, to give the fatal blow. 
Fear not ſucceſs. 
King. No; wife Ulyſſes, no, 
When thy great hand's the royal engineer, 
'Tis by ſuch Pilots I to Glory ſteer. 
Ulyſſ. Confider fir, what managing hand 
I've found 
To move this vaſt Machine? The honeſt Sinon 
A Man ſo hea: ty in your royal cauſe 
That he has diſmember'd even his very face, 
Cut oft his lips and noſe, and torn his eyes 
out 
To make himſelf the object of their pity, 
That by his moving looks and artfnl tears 
He may ſo lull the credulous Trojans ears, 


To draw that fatal horſe within their walls. 


K. Now fate, curſt Troy, for deſtruction 
calls: | | 
Revenge, O dear revenge, guide my keen 
1 fword, 
To th' adulterous Hellen's canker'd heart? 
And Oh! 'twill give me more divine delight, 


Than 
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Than all the raptures of her bridal night. 
Ulyſ. Our army thus ret.red, drawn off 
from Troy, 
Think what ſecurity do their huſht fears 
enjoy. 
k. Thus far our plote ſucceeds ; this falſe 
retreat we make, only to come with greater 


vengeance back. 
| SCENE. ll, 


Enter Briſtle, a cobler, and his wife. 

Briſtle. | tell you once for all you ſhall 
not go. 

Wite. Not to fee the great horſe the 
Grecians have left behind em. 

Briſtle. To be hors'd yourſelf you jade: 
What becauſe the Grecians have leſt a 
wooden horſe behind them, and are marched 
off like afſes themſelves, you muſt be 
golloping amongſt the mob, mult you? to 
fee ſights with a pox to you get you home to 
your wheel and ſpin, or I'll maul you—— 

Wife. Spin! ah, 'twas a curſed hard 
thread | ſpun, when | marry'd ſuch a cobling 
rogue | a rogue that back beets me,and belly 
ſtarves me too,a fribling, ſneaking, fumblin 
rogue, that has got me but one child in 
twenty years, and gives me but three meals 
a day to keep lite and ſoul together, 

Briitle, Here's an impudent ſow's baby ! 

Wife, Well, I am reſolved 1 will go a- 

» broad, 
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broad, and fee this ſight, though the devil 
ſtay atthome and piſs out the fire. #7 
Briſtle. Will you ſo! then I'm roſolved 
I'll give your whore's hide, ſuch a lick of 
ſtirrup leather, till | make your own devilſhip 
piſs it out. | beats her, 
Wife. Help! Help! Murder! 
Within, Huzza! huzza! 
Enter mob, 
1 Mob Oſpeaking (The Horſe ! the Horſe ! 
2 Mob >all toge- The Greeks! the Greeks 
3 Mob Yther. All run, run, ran ! 
Briſtle. Hold, hold, bold, neighbour ? let 
one man ſpeak at once. 
All. Ay, ay, let our neighbour Briſtle 
ſpeak firſt. 
Briſtle, Then mark me, good folks, we 
are all going to ſee this great horſe, 
All. Ay, ay, the horſe ! the horſe! 
Briſtle. Look ye then neighbours, let us 
march ſoberly and decently in roaring good 
order, as thoſe civil gentlemen called the 
mob ſhould do, and 111 be captain Tom your 
leader, 
1 Mob. You our leader ! Who are you ? 
Brittle. Who am I, Jack Sauce? Whyl 
am the ſecond man in the nition, 1 am the 
King's cobler. IE oe 
All. A cobler! 


Brillle, Ay, who but a cobler ? I'd have 
you 
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THE SIEGE OF TROY, ' 7 
you to know that I am the man that put ſuch 
a ſtout pair of ſoals upon the King's laſt neat 
leather ſhoes, that he has kickt the whole 
Grecian army quit out of the kingdom, and 
his Majeſty and | are the two great ſavers ot 
the nation, _ | 

All. Ay, ay, a captain! a captain! a 
captain! 0 
Briſtle. Then follow your leader. But 
for your, jilflirt, get ye home, ye jade, or Ill 
{trap you 
- [Exeunt, all but wife and 3d mob. 
3d Mob. A barbarous hard haerted man! 
Wife. Barbarous indeed, if you knew all, 


34 Mob. And to fo pretty a creature! 
Wife. O laud, fir, pretty 


3d Mob. So pretty that I muſt make bold. 


| [ Kifles her, 
Wife. Now bleſſings on the honey ſweet 
eyes of you, dear fir. O this unnatural brute 
of a huſband | Has he no more conſcience in 
him, than to keep me lockt up at home, 
when they are ſuch kind gentlemen and ſuch 

Iweet comforts abroad in the world. 
[Exeunt, 


The Scene opens, and diſcovers Paris and 
Hellen fronting the andience, riding in a 
trivmphant chariot, drawn by two white 
Elephants, mounted by two pages in 

embroidered 
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embrodiered liveries. The ſide wings are 
ten Elephants more, bearing on their backs 
open caſtles umbraged with canopies of 
gold; the ten caſtles filled with ten perſons 
richly dreſſed, the retinue of Paris; and 
on the Elephantsnecks ride ten more pages 
in the like dreſs. Beyond and over the 
chariot, is ſeen a viſto of the city of Troy; 
on the walls of which ſt and ſeveral trum. 
ters, ſeen behind, and over the head of 
Paris who found at the opening of the 
Scene. 
Paris. Whilſt the fair Hellen in theſe 
arms | twine, | 
Theſe ſweets and all this beauteous treaſure 
mine; 
Ten ſmiling years, crown'd with my vaſt 
delight, 
Have been but one continued nuptial night. 
Hellen. O Paris, for thy love what have | 
| done | | 
What ſtorms have I pull'd done, what 
= dangers run, 
Aſia and Europe wak'd with war's alarms ! 
Set kingdoms in a blaze, and all the world in 
arms. 
Paris. But now theſe wars are done, and 
Troy's invincible 


Yes my flir life, the coward Greeks are fled, 
And leaves me Lord of thee 1 , 
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And now when the try'd world's long diſeor d 
ceaſe, 
We'll tune our trumps of war to ſongs of 
P*ACcce 
Where Hector dragg'd in blood, I'll drive 
around 
The walls of Troy, with love and laurels 
crown'd, 
Enter Caſſandra. 
Cal, O Paris! Paris! all this pageant 
pride, 


And that triumphant ſorcereſs by thy ſide! 
What banners can hard-fronted fin diſplay, 
When vile adultery adorned fo gay, 
Dares front the light, and ſhame the bluſh- 
ing day! 
Hellen. O my dear _ is that ſcriech 
owl here ? 
will that eternal torturer never leave us? 
Caſſ. No black adultreſs, cloſe as thy dark 
[Fate I follow thee, 
And loud as thy own crying guilt, I come, 
To eccho thine and Troy's approaching 
doom, 
Yet, headlong Paris, ſtop thy mad career, 
And to the voice of fate unlock thy ear ; 
Hear heav'n and me! Not three ſhort ſuns 
ſhall riſe 
Ler burning Troy * heap of ruin lies! 
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P. Vain preaching fool, more dreams 
| more viſions ſtill. 
More tales of ſtars and fate my ears to fill? 
Will empty noiſe and nonſenſe never ceaſe, 
And thy wild frenzy never give me peace. 
Caſſ. Peace, Paris! no; with all * 
of ſin, 
Soft peace and thou muſt never meet again. 
War, everlaſting war ! the batt'ling world, 
And angry gods, with all the bolts of tate, 
Blood, fire, and ſword, for thy deſtruction 
wait. 
In Troy's one blazing heap, one funeral urn 
Shall thou and thy acultercus minion burn, 
P. No more bold inſolent, I'll hear no 
oC . _ 
Do not provoke my vengeance thus to dare, 
With thy vile breath profane this heavenly 
fair 
For if thou doſt, by all the the pow'rs I ſwear 
1 drive my chariot o'er thy trampled head, 
Beneath my rolling wheels oe cruſh thee 


dead. 
C. Yes, thou ſhalt kear no more, laſcivious 
boy, 
Stain to the blood! ſrom thee the fate 
of Troy ! 


Thy bluſhing ſiſter takes her weeping eyes, 

Not from thy threats, but from thy ſhame ſhe 
flies, [ Exit. 
: Venus 


\ 
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Venus deſcends in a chariot drawn by two 
{wans, 
P. Hark! what celeſtial muſick's this 1 
hear ? 
S:e, ſee love's goddeſs from her heavenly 
ſphere, 
Bright Venus dreſt in her divineſt ray, 
Deicends to grace the tiiumphs of this day, 
Ven, Yes, Pails, lord of tze fair Helle..'s 
charms, 
gave that darlipg beauty to thy arms, 
And will preſerve her there 
Secure for ever thy rich piizz enjoy; 
No envious cloud {hall your far peace de- 
ſtroy, 
I'll ſhine the guardian deity of Troy. 
Par. O I am lult in raptures! this high 
Grace! 
But where's my vaſſais? where's my waiting 
train f 
Quick, quſck ye ſlaves, tor 0 1 5 fo) 
divine, 
Join all your airs, your ſongs of triumph] in. 


The ten rich figures in the caftles of the 
El phants addreſs themſelves to the god- 


deſs with the following piece of muſick in 
chorus. 


SONG. 
AlL beauteous goddels, all divine, 
Our up raited eyes and hcarts are thine: 
- Y 2 To 


—— 
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To lovewe pray, to love we kneel, 

Thy pow'r we own, thy darts we feel, 
To thy bright ſway, thy ſovereign throne, 
Not ſuppliant mortals bend alone; 

To the blind god, thy boy, and thee, 
Even Jove, almighty Jove, here bend a knee, 


ACT. II. 


The ſcene opens, and in a wood without the 
walls of Troy, appears the Trojan-horſe, 
being a figure of that magnitude, that 'tis 
17 feet high to the top of his back. The 
whole figure magnificently adorned with 
all the trappings and furniture of a war 
horſe, ſet off with rich gildings, plumes of 


feathers, and all other ſuitable decorations, 


Under his feet lies ſinon, with a mangled 
tace all bloody, his noſe cut off, his ej es 
out, &c. bound in irons, 


Enter Mob; 
Captain V, ay, her 'tis | Here's the won- 
Briitle. der of Greece, and honour of 


Troy. All our own boys, huzza! 
1 Mob. Well! I never ſaw ſuch a fight in 
all my born days. 
2 Mob. Ay, neighbour, tis a wonderful 
beaſt, that's certain, | 
Cap. Beaſt! Udzocks, have a care what 
you ſay! Call ſuch a noble creature beaſt 
why 'tis enough to make him up with his 
weeden leg, and kick your guts out, 
mh I a Mob 


+» 
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2 Mob, I vow and ſwear Captain; it was 
before I was awere; but I beg the horſe's 


princely pardon, and am his highneſſes moſt 
bumble ſervant. 


Enter Mrs, Briſtle. 

3 Mob. And how doſt thou like this noble 
paltrey ? 

Wife. O wonderovs ! 'tis a delicate fine 
beauſhaped creature! Ah, that 1 had a 
coach, and fix ſuch horſes, what a topping 
counteſs ſhould I make. 

Cap. And are you get hither with a venge- 
ance to you ? 

Wife. Ay, my dear, and all the -reafon in 
the world ; now this noble troop of Trojans 
have made you their captain, 1 could do no 
leſs my dear, for thy honour, than bring my 
ſweet face hither, to ſhew em the captains 
lady, 

[Sinon groans, 

Cap. Who's thit groans. [Sinon groans 
again, 


1 Mob. Look, look there! what's he all 


guſhed with blood and wounds, that lies in 
chains, beneath the horſe's feet. 
All. Let's unbind bim, unbind him. 
(they unbind him. 
Enter Ulyſſes diſguiſed. 
Ulyſf. Now 'tis my hour to mix amongſt 
the nn. T his dreſs ſecures me. 5 
20 
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Mob. What are you friend? (To Sinon, T. 
Simon, A man, fir and a grateful one, 
Whilit on my knees | thank the generous Ci 
hands 
That have unloos'd my Chains, pr 
Mb. Who bound thee ? | M 
Sinon. Villains, | 
Mob, What villains ? 
Sinon. Cowardly ones. The coward Jab 
Greeks, They who durit face no more the in 
walls of Troy, but are all run, 


Mob. Run, whither ? ſe 
Sinon. To the devil, IJ hope, | an 
Durſt bind an innocent wretch, load me with N. 
irons, Wl 
And gaſh me thus with all theſe hideous 
wounds, 
The natural marks of cowardice” and bar-Etr 
barity, 
Wife. Ay, neighbour, what a ſweet face is Ida 
there ſpoil'd! | be 
Mob. Ay, poor man, they were a pack of g: 
wicked rogues that did all this, W. 


Wife. Ay, and wicked whores too, neigh- Im 
bour, if the truth were known. 
Sinon, O lend your pitying ear, to a poor 


bleeding martyr. | H 
For one poor harmleſs word, one flight 
offence, be 


The Tyrant King of Greece has given me all 
| Thele 


MN, 
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Thoſe hideous brands, for which 1 owe him 
death: 
Curſes and thunder blaſt him! 

Wiſe. Ax, friend, you do well to ſay your 
prayers backwards for him. And was it King 
Menealus that uſed you thus unmercifully. 

Sinon, Tke Tyrant Menclaus. 

Wife. Ay 'tis like him, Cuckolds are 
always Tyrants. My old rogue is juit ſuch 
another, 

Capt. Hark ye, neighbours, look ye, this 
ſellow well managed, may give us full light 
and diſcovery why the Greeks are run, and 
when they run, and how they run, and 
whither they run, 

2 Mov. A very good thought, 

3 Mob. Ay, noble captain, But who dares 
truſt him, he's a Greek himſelt. 

Ulyſſ. Not truft him, gentlemen! who 
dares not truſt him? What tho' a Greciin 
born, with that torn face, and all thoſe 
gaping wounds, he's too much loaded 
with wrongs and miſeries to ſerve ſuch 
maſters now. | | 

Capt. Adad he's i'th' right, 

2 Mob. A true Trojan, I warrant kim, 
He talks like an oracle, 

Wife. Ay, a very pretty fellow, only his 
deard is a little too long. 

Capt, Then, look you, we'll ſk him two 

or 


- 


* 


bresch if poſſible. | 
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or three wiſe queſtions, and then carry him 
to King Priamus to be examined, Pray, 
friend, why did the - Grecians leave this 
horſe behind 'em? | 

Sinon. The gods that warned them from 
the ſiege of Troy, ; 

Commanded *em to leave this monument 
A pledge of peace never to return in arms. 

2 Mob. This monument we'll have drawn 
into the city. 
All. Ay, ay! into the city, into the city! 

Capt. Hold, hold a little; how will you 
get it there? The gates are all too low, 

3 Mob. Ah! Pox o' th' devil, all, all too 
ow. 

1 Mob, All undone! all. ruined ! 

2 Mob, The whole fhew ſpoil'd ? , we 
ſhall never get it in. 

All. O never, never, never. 

Ulyſf. What! all amort, my honeſt friends 
and countrymen ? | 
Not lead this trophy of the Trojan glory 
Into fair Troy's proud city, *cauſe the gates 
Are only arch'd too low! Let not that ſtop 

e, 
Pull down the walls and give it entrance 
there. 

All. Pull down the walls! 

Ulyfl, Ay, Gentlemen, make a large 


Large 
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Large as your own great ſouls; the walls 
ull down, 
And have it drawn in triumph thro' tha 
town, 
1 Mob. Do you hear that, noble captain? 
Capt. Ay, pox on't, do | hear it: what a 
* of a dog am l, that could not think of 
this. 
2 Mob. And what ſhall we do now, 
captain ? 
Capt. Do! Why pull down the walls ! 
pull down the walls, | | 
All. Ay, pull down the walls, huzza ! 
[ Excunt, 
The Scene ſhuts, 
Ulyſſ. Now vengeance moves ſecure, 
Now impious Paris ! 
Thy mother's fatal dream when thou wer't 
born, | 
That from her womb ſhe had a firebrand 
torn, 
Should ſet all Troy in flames, ſhall be fulfill'd, 
All ſeal'd with fate, Troy ſhall in flames 
expire, | 


This arm, and thy hot luſt, ſhall light the 
fire, 
Enter Caſſandra alone. (Exit. 


Caf, Why was 1 born Troy's virgin oracle, 


Th' impending fate of empire to foretell, 
Yet never be beliey'd ?——Yet at the laſt 


2. I'vg 


WV. 4 
= 
_ —. — — — — — 
— . - — — — — — 


. 


Fr 


18  THESIEGE OF TROY, 


I've begged the gods a miracle to perform: 
No more then Parit's deaf ears I'll ſtorm, 
His nobler ſenſes now I will ſuprize, 
And preach bright reaſon to his blinded eyes. 
The ſcene opens and diſovers the temple of 
Diana conſiſting of ten pieces of painting, 
in each of which are ſeen ten ſtatues of the 
heathen gods, viz. Jupiter, Juno, Pallas, 
Apollo, Neptune, Thetis, Mars, Venus, 
Ceres, and Mercury, In the temple is a 
rich altar- piece, in the middle of which on 
a pedeſtal, ſtands a young woman dreſt-in 
.cloth of gold, -repreſenting the ſtatue of 
Diana, holding a hunting ſpear in her 
hand; and on:two other pedeſtals, ſtands 
two more young women, repreſenting two 
of her nymphs: Over this alter-piece are 
ſcen three beautiful circles of clouds, and 
Diana is ſeen driving in a chariot drawn 
by two hinds. 
Enter a proceſlion of Prieſts and Prieſt- 
eſſes in veſtments adorned with ſilver creſcents 
Vocal muſick. | 
Right Cynthia, ſovereign Queen of light, 
With all thy vaſſal flars ſo bright, 
Where the celeſtial glories ſhine ; 
To thee, to thee, 
We bend aknee. 
Our ſong of triumph thine, 
Ente 
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- Enter Paris an 1 Hellen. Their trains bore 


up by twelve pages. 

Par, Since Troy's deliverance at Diana's 
a ſhrine, n 
% Has brought you here to pay your rites 
of divine, 

This ſacred ſong; with that attraction draws, 
- That take our knees joined 1 in this hallowed 
cauſe, 
N Prieſt. 5 our reſounding hong of triumph 
calls 

fo Such princely heads to grace our ſacred walls, 
* Raiſe, raiſe yours airs, if poſſible yet hither, 


of When ſuch illuſtrious glory joins the choir, 
Proceſſion begins again. 
I; Right Cynthia, to our ſolemn vows, , 
Thy gracious ear incline ; 
Behold no leſs than Princly-brow,, 
Our ſ:;lemn offering join; 
id 50 
Our foes are run, 


” Our fears are done. 
* The Grecks are fled, and Troy's our 
” own. 
Enter Caſſandra. 
Hellen. Ha! do | ſee that preſecuting 
, | face ; 3 
Brings ſhe new loads of ſcandal? new 
| diſgrace 


To throw on my fair fame! 
Par. No danger fe ar, 


es 2 2 Theſe 
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Theſe ſacred walls will bear no inſult here. 
Caſſ. O Paris, what miſtaken pity, 
Has brought thee here? Canſt thou who 
bend*ſt a knee | 
To impious love, Cunchaſte and looſe defire, 
Bow to Diana, join her virgin choir ? 
Par. What brings thee here, thou gaveſt 
thy word before, 
That 1 ſhonld hear that croaking voice no 
more. 
Caſſ. And PII perform my word: I come 
not now __. --* 
To court thy ears, but to convert thine eyes, 
The gods have given me power to act a 
miracle, 


See'ſt zbou thofe glittering ſtatues of the 


deities, 

In all their ſhining robes of gold array'd ? 

Par. Yes, all too bright for thy weak blaſt 
to ſhade, 

Caſſ. Thoſe radiant forms, if poſſible to 
ſave, 

Dark as thy crimes Pl} at one breath trans- 

form, 

And hang you ſmiling ſkies with all the 

flames of hell. 

Here Caſſandra moves her wand, and in the 
twinkling of an eye, ten golden ſtatues in 
the paintings are all turned back and the 
three figures on the — are likewiſe 

ſtript 
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ſtript of their cloths of gold and all drefl 
in black; and the whole viſto of the 
heavens is changed tv a flaming hell. 
Caſſ. Now Paris, ſince thou'ſt lent fo deaf 
an ear. 
To all my oracles of truth, ſee there! 
Will you believe your eyes ? 
Par. My eyes! 
Caf. Ves, infidel, 
Will all theſe dreadful fights convince ? 
Par. fights '— What fights? 
Caſſ. That hideous, and amazing ſcene! 
Par. Caſſandra what does this diſtraction 
mean, 
Cafſ: The very gods their heads i in ſable 
ſhroud 
And you bright ſkies in one infernal cloud; 
Wrap round with horror, mourn the fate of 
Troy, 
Par. What clouds? What ſable ? 
Caſſ. Look, look there blind boy! 
Par, Siſter, mad,fooliſh,wretched thought- 
leſs thing 
To idle miracles make no more pretence ; 
I prithee rave no more, learn to talk ſenſe; 
But knee], O kneel, and beg thy pitying gods 
To pardon thee this | impious profanarion ; 
Enough to make the very images 
Whoſe ſhining beams our darted eyes behold, 
If poſlible, bluſh through their burniſht gold, 
To 
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To hear thee talk thus wildly, - 
Caſſ. Then thou ſee'ſt not 
Yon diſmal transformation! 
Par, transformation.! 
I ſee: thee all transform'd. T hou. that were 
born. 
A Princeſs, heir to all that ſhould adorn: 
The courts of Kings, with royal reaſo 
crown'd, | 
But Oh! thy whole fair ſenſes loſt ane 
drowned,. 
Thour't in thy mad fantaſtic frenzy hurl'd, 
A roving lunatick round the wander'd world 
Cafl, O what confuſion ſtrikes my ſtartlec 
ear, 
And do you, reverend men ſec nothing there 
No change in that high rcot? 
Prieſt, A. change in thee 
We ſee with pity. Thy loſt wits we ſee. th 
Caſſ. Now am ] loſt! the low'ring deſtinicy} 2 
Are only viſible to theſe poor eyes, | 
And walk in clouds to all the world beſides. Ihe 
Now mourn, Caff. thy loſt country mourn, 
In vain my helplſs hand her fate would turnſſÞ<* 
O paris thou muſt bleed, and Troy muſt buraſf**« 
Hel. Now my dear love, I am ever thine 
Par, Yes my fair life, whillt thy brigh 
beams divine, 
And all theſe uu gods our guardians ſhi 
A 
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ACT. III. 


e ſcene opens and diſcovers the town of 

Troy, conſiſting of ten pieces of uniform 

painting, repreſenting a ſtreet of magni. 

ficent buildings, terminating with a double 
wall of the city, and over the wall is ſeen 
an upper town. In the center of the cir 
ſtands the horſe, out of whole ſides, in the 
fight of the audience, ladders flip out, and 
immediately near forty ſoldiers with 
officers, iſſue out of the body of the horſe, 
all with drawn ſwords, 

Friſt Officer. 

OW the great work draws on! the 
Trojans throats. will a cheap and caſy 
prize be found, 
their dead ſleep and drunken revels drown'd 
2 Off, But huſh, lie cloſe, *till the great 

Fry ſignal's giv'n, 
he King and all the army wait without, 

o ſecond the great blow we mult begin, 

eturning by the night's protection ſhade, 

atering that breach the Trojan hands have 


made, 
[The ſcene ſhuts, 
Enter Mob drunk. 
wind * Mob. Well captain, we have had rory 
CI night on't 
Capt. Ay, neighbour, the noble Prince 
Paris 
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Paris has made all the conduits in the tow 
piſs claret, and given us ſuch fealtingl 
and toping, and fidling and roaring, till wall 
are all Princes as great as himſelf, 

All. Ay, ay, all Princes, all Princes! | 

Capt. O neighbours, here are rare day 
coming on, now the wars are done, ani 
peace and plenty are pouring in upon us 
we ſhall have no trade but eating and drink 
ing; we ſhall have ſix half- penny loaves fo 
a farthing, and every pint pot ſhall hold 

allon. 

2 Mob. But are you ſure theſe bleſſed days 
are a coming, 

Capt. Sure! why I have Prince Paris's 
own word for it, 

3 Mob. And we may take his word, for 
he is a gracious good Prince, 

Capt. And we his loyal and obedien 
ſubjeQs, after his own pious example, walk 
uprightly, live ſoberly, and are drunk for 


joy. f 
Enter Wife. 

Wife. Ay, there's my beaſt, Capt. Tom, 
and Capt, Sot too; Pox on him, now ! 
muſt play the hypocrite, and coax him home 
to bed: If I don't, I am ſure I ſhall have a 
foul load of garbage of him to-morrow 
morning. Have 1 found thee my deary? 
well, 
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Well, my dear,thou haſt made a pretty night 
on't. But come chicken, 'tis paſt midnight, 
and prithee let's home to bed. 
Capt. What, go like a poor dog to bed 
with my own wife? No huſſy, I'd have you 
to know, I'll keep a whore, like Prince Paris; 
a whore, you B 
Wife. A whore! Ay, ay, thou ſhalt keep 
a whore, thou ſhalt keep me, my dear, ſo 
ay” o home to bed. 

Mob. Ay, noble captain, take her good 
en ; tis nigh W time, and ſo let's 
all home to bed. | 
Capt. Say you ſo? [nogging, 
Then home let s be jogging, there take other 

Be drunk both without and within doors ; 
A pack of mad fellows, we'll burn, burn the 
bellows, { windows, 
And throw the whole houſe out ot the 
The. ſcene opens, and diſcovers the town 
without the horſe, Enter King, Ulyſſes, 
Grecians guards and attendants, all with 
drawn ſwords in one hand, and lighted 
flambeaus in the other. 

King. Now vengeance, thou'rt my own ! 
Now impious Tr 

Thy fall draws on. Burn, raviſh and deſtroy; 

Hes piles of fire thro' every flaming ſtreet. 

Ut. And ſheath your ſwords in all the 

throats you meet. 
A a King. 


= 
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King. Spare neither age nor ſex, 
Ulyf. Nor ſhrines nor temples ſave, 
Make all one crimſon, and one blazing grave. 
King. Pull both with fire and ſword, that 
vengeance down, 
'Till Troy ſhall even at once both burn and 
drown : 
Think how you build the adulterous Hellen's 
Urn 
Hot as her luſt, her funeral pile ſhall. burn. 
During theſe cammands en by the King, 
the ſoldiers run up as down the ſtreets, 
ſeemingly ſetting the town on fire, whilſt 
near forty windows or pole holes in the 
ſeveral paintings, all appear on fire, the 
flames catching from houſe to houſe, and 
all performed by illuminations and tranſ- 
parent paintings ſeen ſcattered thro” the 
ſcenes, both in the upper and lower towns. 
Here enter ſeveral Trojans, in various and 
diſtracted poſtures, through the flaming 
ſtreets, purſued by the Grecians; other 
| Grecians running away with young women 
in their arms, all with leveral ſhrieks and 
cries, &c. 


Enter Paris. 

Pa. O theſe dread flames! Jove pours his 
VPirathful fire, 

Againſt poor Troy both men and fates con- 

ſpire, | 

PS Þ 1 But 
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But fire and ſword fall with an eaſy weight; 
I've loſt my Hellen! There's my ALE of 


>. fate; 
Enter Caſſandra. 

Caſſ. Now unbeliever, ſee thoſe blazing 
ruins of Troy, 

Par. Caſſandra ! i 

Caſſ. Behold thy country, father, brothers, 
and, all thy bleeding victims! ſee their 
fall, and tremble at thy own; their burning 
graves not half fo hot as thy. infernal fires, 

Par. I dare nat fee that face; it ſtrikes a 
bluſh, 

Caff, If thou can'ſt bluſh, bluſh to the 
gods, not me. 
What though the black adulterer yet thou 

art, 

A brother till, and I've a ſiſter's heart. 

Par, O divice goodneſs! now 1 am loſt 


indeed, 
'Tis thro? this only wound my ſoul could 
bleed, 
bt Farewel ; prepare to die, thou haſt 
not three 
Repenting minutes left "twixt death and 
thee 
Forſook by all the world, and only mourn'd 
by me. 
P. Thcu oracle of fate, to thy geat doom 
I bow, 


A a 2 Not 
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Nat overtook by death, I'll meet it now. 
Enter King, Ulyſſes and guards. 
King. Burn out, my blazing vengeance 
burn fo bright, 

Till the pale ſtars of this immortal night, 
Shrink in their beads at thy diviner light. 
Enter Paris, 

Paris, Where is the fate I'd meet ? 
King. Traitor, 'tis here. 
Paris, I know that face too well. 
King. And this keen ſteel, 
Shall know thy heart as well. 
. UlyM. Hold fir, diſgrace not 

Your ſword, with ſuch polluted blood ; 

An ax, a ſcaffold, and an hangman's hand, 

Beſt fit ſo vile a traitor's execution. 

K. Unkind Ulyſſ⸗s, would's thou rob my 
| lory, | : 

His death, and by this arm of juſtice given, 
No Paris, meet thy fate, and from his hand; 
Let publick ſcaff ds meaner heads demand. 

Tho' thy ſoul's blicker than perdition, (till 
Thou'ſt Priamus's royal blood thy veins to 

fill: | 
That only claim, does for his vengeance call. 

Ten born a Prince, and by a King fhall 

all. | 

Thus to thy heart! [Fights,1nd kills Paris. 

Paris, O King thou'ſt aim'd too well. 
King. Down royal monſter, to thy throne 
in hell. | 
Pay 


%” 
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Pa. Vain world, and what's more vain, 
fond love, farewell. (Dies. 
Hellen enters above. 
Hel. = Paris dead! On this ſad object 
xk 
Eyes look your laſt, *tis Hellen's fate comes 
next! 
K. Ha! Seize the traitreſs, bring her to 
my vengeance 
Bring her alive, for wheels and racks and 
tortures 
Whole years of death. 
Hel. No, I defy thy power ! 
Here I am ſafe within this flaming tower, 
I ſee what fate does my dear Paris ſhare ; 


Fer him | liv'd, for him alone was fair, 


And ſince my joys in his cold Urn lie dead, 
Thoſe curling flames ſnall be my laſt warm 
bed. 
Look up then to this ſhining bed of fire, 
And ſee ke Phoenix of the world expire, 
(Leaps down into the fire, 
King. She has bravely eſcaped me. 
. Ulyf, Ves. when thus ſhe fell, 
She bog performed, great fir, an il part well 
K. Tis done! *tis done, this brace of 
traitors ſlain, 
This one night's joy rewards my ten years 
pain, 
(Exit, ſcene ſhute, 
Enter 
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Enter Capt. Tom, and three of the Mob. 
Capt. And are we ſure we are all alive, 
1 Mob. We hope we are, (neighbours? 
Capt. Hope! alas, hopes are all deceiful 
For we that are here were all living men 
but yeſterday, and who knows but we ſhall 
find ourſelves all knockt o'the head to 
morrow morning, ſo ſoon as we are awake? 

2 Mob. Truly, like enough, And yet ! 
hope we are got preity well out of harm's 
way; out of the walls of that miſerable town 
of ſlaughter, 

3 Mob. Ay, miterable indeed; for never 
was ſuch fire and ſword work ever ſeen. 
Ay, Captain, our poor neighbour ſtitch the 
taylor, | ſaw hin diop. 

Capt. And how did he drop? 

3 Mob, O ſtrangely! very ſtrangely ! 
Tho? the good man was as koneſt a p or 
cuckold as any in the kingdom, yet his horns 
could not ſecure bis head. His brains were 
knocked out. 

Capt. Alas! poor ſtit ch! 

3 Mob. and ther. there's that honeſt true 
pitcher-man horſe nail the farrier: He good 
fellow had his head cut eff. 

Capt. His head cut cf! and how did the 
pour fellow look after his head was cut off! 

warrant ye very ſhcepiſhly,, Ay, neigh- 
bours, to have or.e's head cut off, is enough 
to put any man out of countenance. 


3 Mob, 
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3 Mob. Av, Captain, as you ſay, the poor 

fellow was a little daſnt at it, but the honeſt 
lad had the good fortune to catch his head 
before it fell, and is bringing it under his 
arm, as faſt as his weak legs can carry him, 
to defire his good friend Captain Briſtle to 
lend him an awl and a Cobler's ends to ſtitch 
it on again. 
Capt. I ſtitch it on again! Alas I am quite 
broke! my ends and awls, and my whole 
ſtall burnt down. Nay, my poor wife burnt 
too. I have loſt as good a wife as a man 
could deſire to part withal. 

1 Mob. The poor Caffandra has been a 
true Propheteſs. 

2 Mob. Ay, and I might have been a 
Prophet too, if I had thought on'c. 1 am 
ſure I have ſeen Signs and Tokens enough 


to prognoſticate ſad times, diſmal times! 


Capt. What ſigns and tokens? 

2 Mob. Why, 'was no longer ago than't 
t'o:cher night, as I was at ſupper in the chim- 
ney corner, a whole family of ſwallows 
that had occupied. the tenement theſe ten 
years, fell down neſt and allgnio the por- 
ridge-pot, and quite ſpoil'd the broth, 

Capt. Oh wondrous ! the fate of Troy to 


A tittle ! down fell the neſt of Swallows : 


downs falls the city of Troy. And where 
ſhould this fall but in the chimney, all in 


fire 
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fire and ſmoak ? Troy, Troy again exactly; 
then into what did they fall but the porridge- 
pot? and how many thouſand poor fa- 
milies have this night went to pot, as well 
as the neſt of ſwallows !———Ah, neigh- 
bour, hadſt thou been an honeſt man and a 
true ſubject, and went and told the king 
this prodigious warning- piece, it had been 
enough to have opened his eyes to tùhe na- 
tion's danger, and ſaves the town, and all 
our lives. 

The ſcene opens, and diſcovers a grove, ter- 
minating with a triumphal Arch, with 
two figures of fame hanging beneath the 
arch, and beyond the arch, overa Terras 
walk is ſeen a beautiful garden of fix 
fide wings, aderned with ſtatues, and end- 
ing in a Viſto of Garden work. 

The King, Ulyſſes, and all his Grecians and 

Guards appearing by him. 
Mob. Where are we now ? 
King, Stop your deſtroying hands, your 
ſwords all ſheath, 
We have had enough of ruin, fire, and 
death, 

For you, poor wretches you have ſeverely 

elt, 

The arm of vengeance for your Piince's 


ilt; 
E And 


And do deſerve our pity 
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Here I've finiſhed my revenge. Enjoy 
Your lives and liberties, and rebuild your 
Troy. 

Mob. Huzza! 

Capt. of the Mob. Hark ye friend; [ ſpeak- 
ing to a Greacian] Pray tell your King from 
me he is a very civil gentleman ; and ſince 
he's ſo humbly gracious to bid us build our 
town again, ſtrike up fiddle, well give him 
a ſong and a dance at parting. 

An entertainment of ſeveral dialogues and 
dances, after which, the King and the reſt 
come forward, and Ulyſfes ſpeaks 

Ulyfl. Ladies, ſet Hellen's fate before 

- your eyes, 

A virtuous bed, and huſband's love to prize, 

One wanton, her unchaſte defires t enjoy, 

Pull'd down her own, and the whole fate of 

Troy. 
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